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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 

Hello! 

| have been planning towrite this for a while now and now I've started my Megadeth Apocalypse AUI 

| hope you enjoy reading the first two chapters! 

As always, please leave comments, whether positive or negative! 

Also, english is not my former language, so if you find any mistakes, feel free to message me so | can correct 


theml 


Prologue 


It was kept secret from the world outside, by many people just laughed off as a myth, a fairytale, something 
only children and lunatics believed in Yet sometimes, late at night, you could hear conversations about it, on 
television or hushed in a bar, the words "Area 5I" muttered under a breath, eliciting nervous laughter or 
stony faces and hissed, harsh words, commanding silence. IT was common belief that the CIA or the FBI or 
whoever just might be interested in this could just barge in through the door and arrest everybody who had 
only the slightest information on Area 5I, where it was, what happened there. 


In the year ITIO, something was invented there, a very dangerous weapon, a biological agent about as 
destructive as an A-bomb. 

The young scientist nervously fumbled around with his lab coat, then he checked his reflection in the mirror 
of the elevator which was transporting him to level 2, where the commando central was, where decisions were 


made. 


His heart was racing in his chest. He was about to present the weapon he "invented", if you could call it that. 


He had originally been researching a cure for HIV. 


The locked doors rushed apart to let the young man into the white, brightly lit room. A table with a flower pot 
on it was in front of him, two feet apart from it was another table with three men sitting behind it. The first 
was Dr. Okun, the director of this facility. Next to him was sitting the president of the United Sates, Richard 
Nixon. The scientist grew even more nervous, knowing his whole career, even his life might be at stake now. 
Next to Nixon was the minister of defense, Melvin Laird. 


"Welcome, Dr. Levinson" said Dr. Okun with his high-pitched, nasally voice. Levinson noticed a slight shiver in it. 


Okun was nervous too. 
The other men also greeted him and he smiled nervously. 


"Well, why dont you show us that weapon of yours?" Nixon asked and Levinson nodded hastily and opened the 
suitcase which contained a sealed test-tube with the agent in it. He carefully pulled it out and put a tiny 
amount of it into the flower pot onto the little bush of grass in it. 


"As you will see, gentlemen, the agent enables plants to speed up their growth by 600%." The grass had, in 
those few seconds grown to the size of a normal house plant. 


"It is, by now, also able to resist heat." Levinson said, and lit up a piece of paper with a zippo and put it into 
the flower pot. The grass didn’t react at all, not a single stem was harmed by the fire. "This also goes for ice 
and dryness." 


The men behind the table didn't look impressed so far."You let us fly all the way over here to show us some 


grass that can do tricks? If | wanted to see this | could just look at my backyard"Laird worded his thoughts. 


"This isn't all, sir." Levinson strenuously lifted the cinder block that had been placed for this exact purpose to 
the table and put it in the center of the plant. 


The green stems immediately attacked it, wrapped around it until it was completely covered, and contracted, 


pulverizing the block with a horrible crunching sound and left nothing of it but very fine grey dust. 


This left the men stunned into silence. "You see, sirs, it isn't about the plant. The agent enables the 
evolutionary process of millions of years to happen in mere seconds. It works on every plant, on every animal, 


maybe even on humans. The organism exposed to it will destroy everything that is unnatural to it. " 


Nixon cleared his throat."Well, | think it’s safe to say that lm impressed, Dr. Levinson, but is there any way to 
stop it, too?" The green stems were inching ever closer to his polished black shoes and he tucked his feet 


under his chair and skidded back a few inches. 


‘Of course, sir. IT will stop growing automatically after a certain period of time, which depends on the plant 
itself. However, there is also a shorter way." Levinson pulled another test-tube out of the suitcase and let a 
drop of its contents fall on top of the plant. It shivered and then the green leaves began to shrink back until 
nothing more than the bush of grass was left. 


Applause echoed through the room. 


"Very good, Dr. Levinson” Laird commented. Levinson smiled shyly and looked down to hide his proud grin. 


The agent was produced in a mass which would be enough to protect the USA should war break out, and then 
was sealed away from the world, hidden and kept secret even to high-ranked government internals. Only very 


few people knew about it. 


The agent, or as they called it now, ‘Agent Green’, was forgotten over the course of twenty years, until a 
certain dictator started making threats and finally declared war to America. The dictator’s name was Saddam 


Hussein 


It was the 23rd of September in 1990 when the declaration of war was broadcasted to president Bush and his 
government staff, and two days later, the first US military stations in Iraq got attacked and destroyed. 


The government defended itself, but after two weeks, Bush and his minister of defense decided it was a good 
opportunity to try ‘Agent Green’ for the first time, a weapon from the seventies both had been told about 


when they were introduced to their offices. 


And thus, on the 3rd of October 1990, a small portion of ‘Agent Green’ was brought to Iraq, transported by a 


cruise missile, and dropped directly on Hussein's palace. 


Nobody however foresaw the true danger of Agent Green. 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Hey there! This is officially the first chapter of ‘Endgame’. 
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English is not my former language. 


bth of October 1990, Mainz, Germany 

Dave scowled while Nick was grinning at him. He looked down again at his deck of cards but it was no use, at 
this point he didn't have the faintest chance to win and Nick knew it too. Marty and David quit their game of 
Poker two rounds ago, but had stayed at the table and watched Dave get screwed. The singer heard them 
snickering hushedly. 

"Well, Mustaine? You gonna play or you wanna quit?" Nick asked cockily. 

"So you win? Forget it, Menza" If he had to lose, then he would lose with dignity. 

It was Nick’s turn and he laid down a full house. Damn. Dave was fucked. 

He was about to admit he'd lost when he heard faint screams bubbling in from the hall where the stage was. 
"What's that?" 

"What's what?" 

"Someone's screaming, cant you hear that?" 


"Probably just some fans. Mustaine, | swear to god if you use this to get out of this game, I'll-" 


"Shut up." Dave held a hand up, but a very indignant looking Nick was about to open is mouth again. "I'm gonna 


check that out. Stay here." Dave heard a muttered ‘fuck you’, but decided to ignore it. 


He went for the wooden door of their dressing room and pushed it open only to see people running around in 
panic, screaming out of their mind. Amidst of them was Bobby, one of the crew, fighting his way through the 


mass. 


The neon lamps had gone out, yet he saw orange light at the other end of the corridor. He sensed the danger 
right away. 


When Bobby finally reached him, he gripped him by the shoulders and yelled at him:'Get the fuck outta here! 
Hurry!" while shaking the taller man. Down the corridor another woman came, screaming, her clothes on fire. 


Dave tried to rush and help her, but Bobby held him.'Save yourselves. Go.G0!" 


Dave had no idea what was going on, but Bobby normally wasn't the type to panic and he was hysterical now, 
so the singer decided it was the best to follow his advice. 


"You heard the man, move it!" he yelled at his band mates and started shoving Marty and Junior over to the 


other door of the room. 


Nick was over there already and hastily changed his drumming shoes for trainers, hopping behind them one- 


legged while tying it. 
"What's going on?!" Junior screamed at him while trying to catch up with the taller man, 


"No idea, but shit ain't good!" Dave yelled right back at the other man while he frantically looked for the 


telltale green neon-sign marking an exit. 
When he finally spotted one, he kicked the door open, breaking the lock in the process. 
Dave blindly ran out into the parking lot, the breaths of his band mates and the screams of the crowd in his 


ears. 


He was forcefully brought to a halt by Junior’s hand, wrapping around his upper arm and keeping it in a vice- 
like grip. The younger man forced him to look back at him and asked "Dave. What the fuck is going on?” 


The ginger couldn't say anything. Over Junior's shoulder he watched horrified as the building they just escaped 


from was being consumed by flames and what looked like... liana? 

Junior turned around to follow the horrified glance and saw what happened, 

Marty whispered:"Holy shit." 

Junior breathed out a faint "Oh god." 

And Dave suddenly remembered Bobby's scared face. 

"Shit!" He lurched forward, but was kept there by strong arms wrapping around his torso. ‘Let me go! We 
have to help them! Bobby.. all the others. fuck" He noticed how pathetic he sounded at the end but he couldn't 
help it. Innocent people were dying in there, a lot of them. Shit 

"Dave, there's nothing we can dol" Junior's voice rang in his ears," l'm sorry, but we can’t help them anymore. 


Lets see we get out of here. The fire's spreading.. and whatever that other shit is." Junior let go of Dave and 
tugged him forwards. "Come on" 


And Dave followed reluctantly, listening to the voice of reason for once. 


They seemed to run through the city for what felt like hours while it was consumed by the flames and that 
other stuff all around them. People were running in all directions, their arms flailing around in blind panic while 


the asphalt cracked open around them. 


Amidst of jogging past some cars, Dave got an idea. "Guys, over herel" He ran over to an empty old BMW and 


found it unlocked, abandoned by its owner. 
The band gathered around him and watched him as he tried to short-circuit the car. 


"Dave, you really think this is going to help right now?"Marty sounded doubtful and fear was creeping into his 


Voice. 


"We gotta try it." Dave answered grimly and redoubled his efforts. After two more tries, Nick cut in" You 
have to step on the clutch. Far left.” The singer tried that and it worked, the engine springing to life with a 


roar. 


“Alright, get the fuck inl" and his friends hurried to obey the command, Junior gliding in the passenger seat 
while Nick and Marty occupied the back. 


Junior threw a glance to the back window and yelled:"Step on it, the fire's coming close!" 
"It’s a fucking gear shift, what do | do?!" Dave screamed back in panic. 


To everyone's surprise, it was Nick again who said" Again, use the pedal on the far left, that’s the clutch. Step 
on it and go to first gear. Step on the gas but don't lose the clutch. Now slowly off the clutch and loose the 
hand break!" 


Dave hastily did as he was told and the car lurched forward. Alright! Now he really stepped on the gas and 
they sped off into the night, leaving the burning city far behind them. 


Chapter 3 
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They drove in tense silence for what felt like hours, each of them occupied with their own thoughts and 


theories about what they had just witnessed. 

Junior’s hand had found its way to his mouth and he was nibbling at his nails, breaking off one after the other 
with his teeth, producing an annoying cracking sound every few seconds, until Dave finally snapped and hissed 
through ground teeth "Would you stop that?!" His knuckles on the steering wheel had turned with from the 
tight grip. 


Junior gave an annoyed eyeroll, but dropped his hand in his lap, his jaw working as he glanced out of the 
window into the night. 


Marty and Nick in the backseat had followed the little scene quietly and were now exchanging knowing glances. 
Dave always got like that when he was nervous about something. 


Now, all of them were on edge, even more so as the engine of the car suddenly started to rattle, coughed 


once, twice and finally died. 


"Fuck! Oh no, nonononono" Dave tried the gas again, but to no effect. The car wouldn't turn back on. "Shit. The 
gas is empty. Looks like we gotta walk"He said after taking a closer look at the gas gauge. 


The others threw terrified glances at each other, but the ginger was already out of the car, standing besides 
it and trying to make out where they were. 


"Any of you got an idea where we are?" he finally asked. 
"No. Looks like middle of nowhere around here." Nick answered and the others nodded along to his comment. 


"I think we should find something where we can sleep." Marty suggested, wrapping his arms around himself in a 


futile attempt to protect himself against the chilly october air. 


"Yeah." Junior agreed and pointed to his left to a small forest. 
"Maybe we'll find something there. Look out for caves or fallen trees." 


They left the road and began walking towards the woods, squinting against the dark and stumbling on the 


uneven, rocky ground. 


As soon as they reached the first trees, their steps were softened by fallen leaves and a thick layer of fir 
needles, muffling every sound of the trainers each of the four men wore. The wind was cut off by the 


growing closeness of the trees, leaving the four men to walk in a somewhat surreal silence. 


None of them uttered a word, each trying not to fall down and simultaneously watching out for possible 


shelters for the night. 


Dave led the small group, his eyes squinted against the darkness of the night, his ears trained to detect any 


kind of dangerous noise. 


In the back of his mind he knew that Junior should lead them since he was way more experienced with nature. 
Dave had spend most of his life in cities. 


Yet he didnt want to confess this to his fellows and kept walking straight ahead, trying to appear as competent 
as possible. 


When he turned around, thinking he heard something, he saw that his band mates had fallen back and decided 


to wait up. 


They reached him and Junior huffed out a breath. "Quit fuckin’ running like this!". 
Dave shrugged "Sorry you old ladies cant keep up." 


"Fucking hell, Dave! This isn't a trip to fucking Disney World! In case you failed to realize this, we're in goddamn 
big trouble! Now shut the fuck up and watch out for some damn place we can sleep." Junior nearly yelled at 


him. 


Out of the corner of his eye he saw Nicks and Marty's eyebrows shoot up, but he decided to let it go for 
now. He was tired and he figured out Junior was, too. Also the things that happened today wore him out. So he 
kept his mouth shot for once and just started to walk again, turning his head to all sides looking for a ditch or 
literally anything a little hidden 


After another thirty minutes or so (He'd lost sense of time), Marty's voice cut through the awkward silence. 
"Guys, look. This might be something." He pointed to a big tree. 


It was hollow and the last storm must have pulled it out of the ground a little, building a natural cave between 
the ground and the part of the root which got ripped out of the ground that offered enough room for at 


least two people. 


"Alright. Good eye, Marty." Junior smiled relievedly and stepped by closely to examine the tree. "This will work 
for tonight. It’s gonna be cramped, but that'll keep us warm." 


Pointing at Dave, he continued "You go in first, you're the biggest of us. Then me, Nick and Marty, so we can 


just sort around till we're a little comfortable." 


Dave decided to trust Junior on this one and crawled into the tiny space and laid down flat on his back. His feet 


were still sticking out, but as he moved in further, his head hit the other side of the root. Damn. 


“Alright. Come in, Junior.” "You sure you cant go in further?" "Yeah man, that's all | can do." "Okay. Careful, I'm 


coming in." 


And Junior’s arms appeared, soon followed by his head and his torso, then he pulled the rest of his body 


through the hole and laid down very close next to Dave. 


"Can't you back off a little?"Dave murmured, the closeness of the other man being uncomfortable to him. "Deal 


with it. Nick and Marty gotta fit in here too." 
Dave huffed out a breath, but didn't comment on it otherwise. 
Junior gave him one last, unidentifiable look, and called out "Nick, you're next” 


"Coming." They heard him say and his hands appeared, his arms, the head adorned with dark locks and quickly 
the rest of the slender body. 


"Where do | go?" "Here, next to me." The drummer wriggled forward and turned on his back next to Junior. 


"Guys?" "What?" "This aint enough room for somebody, even when it’s Marty." Nick said, referring to the 


guitarists small size. 


Junior lifted his head and saw what Nick meant. He tried to play it cool." Dont worry, we'll figure something 
out" He said, smiling reassuringly at Nick's doubtful expression 


"Marty?" "Yeah, l'm coming.” The tiny man appeared, weaseling through the small entrance with relative ease 


and trying to lie down next to Nick. It didn’t work, of course, so Marty asked. 

"Can you guys maybe make some more room? | can't lie down here." 

"Nah, there's no space left here." Dave answered. "Fuck" Marty cursed, but Nick cut in" Hey, | got an idea. 
What if we all lay on our sides? Maybe that'll make more room." "You mean like spooning?" Dave inquired, 


sounding incredulous. 


"Looks like we don't have a choice." Junior said coolly and wriggled to turn around so his chest was to Dave's 


back. 


"If we have to do this, can we at least turn the other way around?" Dave pleaded. He knew that his protest 
would probably fall on deaf ears by now. The guys wouldn't get out of there just because he wasn't 


comfortable. 


“Alright” Junior sounded annoyed, but nonetheless he turned around and the others followed suit so Dave could 
have his chest to Junior's back. 


Not that this was better either. It brought up memories, faded trough too much alcohol and drugs, faint 
sensations of the slender body close to his, substance-induced frantic touches, each of them looking for their 
own thirty seconds of paradise, using the other to reach it but at the same time not caring about their small 


death. 


Dave closed his eyes and pushed his pelvis as far away from Junior as he could until his butt hit the side of 


the roots. 


Still the heat surrounded him, but now the exhaustion from this whole fucked-up day took its toll and soon the 


small shelter grew silent, each men having a well-earned rest. 


